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home his cheeks were fresh and rosy, his eyes were
shining.
Before the end of the holidays. Uncle Gerbrand
bought him a new satchel, a slate that folded up,
and a pencil-box with a picture on it. He himself
took him by the hand and accompanied him to the
Jacobijnstraat School, where the head-master, who
had a beard, was standing at the door. It was a
different sort of school from the one at Groot Heilig-
land ; the boys spoke a different language, had
different manners, most of them wore white collars.
When he told them this at home, Uncle Gerbrand
said his mother should buy a white collar for him
too. Floris washed his hands, and didn't forget to
clean his boots in the morning. 'You see,' said
Werendonk to his sister, c how much the boy has
improved ?'
But within a few weeks Jansje noticed that the
expression on his face had changed. He kept his
eyes lowered, and if he was asked anything, he
looked away. A note came from the master to ask
why he hadn't been to school for a week. Weren-
donk spoke to him, patiently and kindly, but he
gave no answer, and the cane, that had been stand-
ing idle in the corner for a long time, was used again.
The assistant took him to school every day. His
voice was no longer heard in the house, he stood
mostly in the passage or in the shed, without play-
ing. Frans, who watched him there once, unob-